300	MEMOIES  OF BAGIIEL.
"Are these the distant turrets of Verona ?
And shall I sup where Juliet at the masque
Saw her loved Montague, and now sleeps by him ?—
selected as the charnel-house, the shambles in which wild
beasts enact their butpheries. M. Latour does not say with
Dante,
" Vieni a veder Montecchi e Cappeletti."
He bids us look on a far different scene. Here we have nei-
ther the rose nor the nightingale; we have an orgie in which
besotted barbarians, drunk with the fames of blood and wine,
and despairing captives, the living spoils of the most ferocious
war, are mingled; the former are howling the burden of their
song of battle, with accompaniment of cymbals, horns, and
clashing shields. The song of the bard is in keeping with the
deeds he celebrates.
Some dramatists are induced to choose their epoch and na-
tion on account of the picturesque beauty of the costume of
that time and people. If we consult the historian we will
hardly be inclined to accuse M. Latour of having been guided
by any such puerile considerations.
" The dress of the ancient Lombards consisted of loose linen
garments; their legs and feet were clothed in long .hose and
open sandals; and even in the tranquillity of peace a sword
was constantly girt to their side; their heads were shaven be-
hind, but their hair before hung over then* eyes and mouth,
and a long beard represented the name and character of the
nation."
For farther particulars we have the testimony of Cunimund,
the Prince of the Gepidse:
"The Lombards," said the rude barbarian, "resemble in
figure and smell the mares of our Samaritan plains."
"Add another resemblance," replied an audacious Lom-
bard; "you have felt how strongly they kick. Visit the
plains of Asfeld, and seek for the bones of thy brother; they
are mingled with those of the vilest animals.""
The above interchange of compliments preceded the war
•and atrocities which are the groundwork of the tragedy.
tne actress was terrified at the responsibility she
or that, accustomed to the sublime beauties of

